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in front of the European corps and the guns with port-
fires lighted. The sepoys laid down their arms. The
staunchness of the Kelat'i-Ghilzie regiment was not
doubted* Its corps were not touched. The Guides
created troubles. Many were cut down by the 10th
Irregular Cavalry and the mounted police of John
Nicholson. One hundred and fifty soldiers were cap*
tured. The remainder dragged their columns across the
border. There they were coldly received. Hunted and
slaughtered. The tribesmen valued their arms and uni-
forms. Prisoners were sentenced to death. Forty were
blown from -guns on a parade of the disarmed regi-
ments. The danger on the Frontier was over. The
tribesmen flocked down to enlist in the corps. The
capture of Delhi appealed to the untamed rustics. And
to Delhi all would go. This is a story of glory. The
glory of the stiff upper lip. No trouble of lawlessness
could take place under the rim of Afghan snows and
frowning cliffs. Neither it should. These are the valleys
where once the gentle philosophy of Buddha held sway.
In 1878 the Frontier was shaken out of its peaceful
slumbers by the Second Afghan War. From that day
began the era of the " Scientific Frontier." Control of
the routes to India was fully secured. The war was the
necessity of having a pro-British rather than pro*Russian
Afghanistan. A British regiment stormed the Khyber
Pass. The Amir had to go down on his knees before
the rulers of the waves* The return of the troops
suffering from cholera is pathetic. It has been told by
Kipling, the poetic historian of the Frontier, dramatically
in Love of Woman. The Highlanders came out of the
Khyber ** swinging their rumps like buck rabbits*1' Wars
in Afghanistan have always been a romantic memory. A
great season of prosperity followed.